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At the mercy of lust 


Author's Notes: 

As you can see WIP! I've decided to gather these last chapters of the Dave/David/Kiko saga together. The 
previous fics of the saga are (from first to last) "No more mr. Nice Guy", "My sun’, "The right to go insane", 
"Train of complications" and "Some things never change". Here we gol 


| swear to god, | never imagined | would've fallen in love this hard for someone. 


If | had known it, | would've thrown myself off Megadeth. 


But here | am, hungry like a lovesick puppy, eating my sweetheart alive, wrapping him in sheets, playing with 
him, enjoying his smile like it's the last thing l'm gonna see on the Earth. 


Man, this kid has put a spell on me. | can't stop worshipping him, | feel like I'm twenty years younger. 


And he laughs, his laughter is the most precious thing in the world, no music ever known by man is this 


angelic. 


| should throw myself off this bed and bang my head till l'm okay again, just for saying such a mushy thing - 


but | won't do it. l'm just a human being after all and | guess age is affecting me as well, isn't it? 


Kiko yawns and he's so adorable and smoking hot | can't believe | haven't fucked his brain out in front of the 


whole band yet. 

"So..." he says, blushing. "Are we gonna do something at some point, or..2" 

| laugh. 

"You little fucker! Of course we are. I'm just.. you know.." | leave a trail of kisses all along his bare belly and he 
follows me with his gaze, biting his lips. We have both our eyes closed when | reach the little, tender hill of his 


navel and smile, kissing it one last time. "..taking my sweet ass time." 


He smiles back at me, but | know he's aching to put my head between his legs. He knows he's not in charge, | 
am, and so he has to wait patiently as | torture his body. 


Shivers run down his back as | expose his beautiful body, moving the sheets away. Muscles tenses, shoulders 
push against the mattress, fingers seek desperately for anything to grab onto, as | rub his hard-on slowly. 


| avoid to touch the head on purpose while | go on with the little massage. | want to test him. | want to see 
how long he will endure this teasing. | want to push him hard to his limit, to teach him what | know, that he 
can be even better than what he already is and how fun that will be. 


He squirms every once in a while under my touch, basically whenever it gets too much to bear. | know he's 


trying his best but he still has to learn a lot.. 

"Fuck, Dave.. | can't resist anymore." he burst out, emptying his lungs from all the air he's been holding in this 
far. A moment later, however, | can see he's biting his lip again so | get up on my knees and decide I'll play 
along with it. A promise is promise after all, and | promised him this would be the best sex he ever had in his 
life. 

"Thought | told you not to call me that way, in bed." 

"Y-yes, you did." 

| snigger. "Yes what, baby?" 

"Yes, Sir." 

"Better. OF course | did. I'm not that old, | still remember shit" | pat him on the head and come closer to his 


face, as two fingers raise his chin "And just so you know, you've just earned yourself a good punishment” | 


whisper, in a sadist tone. 


He can't resist anymore and he kisses me hungrily, he pulls me into a tight embrace that feels more like a 
fight, and | let him do it. Rolling on his side, he shoves me with my back against the bed and keeps my wrists 
carefully pressed against the pillow with his hands. 

| might have.. but | thought.. what if | break free and he takes my punishment for me, mh? What would you 
say about this twist?" he murmurs inches away from my ear, a foolish grin on his lips as his tongue flicks 
out to lick them. 

When lust totally destroys naivety, hal 


He keeps forgetting l'm a black belt, though. Whatever he does, he can do it because | let him do it, but l'm not 


gonna let him spank me. Its way too early. 


"Not tonight" | reply and moments later, thanks to a thrust of my hips, I've got him pinned exactly where | 
want him to be. "What a little impudent is my baby." 


The tip of my fingers brushes the skin of his cheek and he purrs like a kitten.. before we hear a couple of 


loud knocks on the door. 
"Oh, fuck off" 


| get off the bed reluctantly and put on a robe, glancing at Kiko's naked body and the surprise in his eyes. "I'l 


be back in a minute, don't redress yourself" 

A wicked smile plays on my lips as | walk to the door. There we go, lets see who's come to— 
Fucking. Unbelievable. 

"JUNIOR." 

He looks unperturbed but | know he knows. | can read it in his eyes. 


"Hey. Hope | didn't interrupt anything." he says in a quiet tone, peering into my room. | close a little the door 


and clear my throat. 
"What exactly are you doing here at.. 1 am, Junior?" | ask, after glancing at the clock hanging in the hallway. 
He shrugs. 


"| just met Jose Mangin in the hall, we had breakfast together with Chris and Hansen and he asked if we could 


hang out for a while, maybe give him a short interview to talk about the tour and shit, you know." 


| massage my forehead and think.. Shit 

"Right now?" He arches a brow and cross his arms against his chest. 
"Got something better to do?" 

Fucking shit, Junior. 

"Alright" | sigh. "Just give me a minute." 


He nods patiently. He knows he's won. 


"Okay, I'll be in the lobby." 

Slowly, | pull back in to find Kiko sitting on the bed, still waiting for me, naked and slightly worried. 

"Who was it?" he asks me with that innocent tone of his. 

| sigh again and walk to the bathroom. "Dress yourself. Everybody's downstairs." 

Quickly, | put on a clean white shirt and ruffle my hair to make myself look normal. Much better. | can hear 
Kiko's steps coming closer to me. Then | see his reflection in the mirror. He looks a little bit upset, stil 
wrapped in sheets, so | turn around and kiss his lips briefly to let him know we're fine - cause despite our 


bassist calling us to order, we are fine. 


"C'mon" | urge him, patting lovingly his bottom. A reassuring smile comes to rescue my pathetic try to hide 


the headache Junior just gave me. "We need you." 


Finally, he lets go of the sheets and enter the bathroom. 


* * * 


Eventually, we hook up with the rest of the crew, walking hand in hand into the lobby under Junior's annoyed 
gaze. We talk with Jose, the guys, | have a drink with Kai and Ricky Warwick, find out we have an interview to 
do later in the conference hall of the hotel. Ordinary shit but it's nice seeing Ricky, | didn't expect him to be 


here. Why don't disagreeable surprises always comes with pleasant ones? 


We drink some more, talk about the tour, politics, our wives. We're getting older, you know. Somehow, however, 
| keep an eye on Kiko, who's now laughing with some guy | don't know. 


He looks so beautiful. 


Shame on me for wasting today's matinee. Guess | should make up for that.. later. A stupid smirk rests on my 
lips as | think about Kiko's gorgeous naked, tanned body waiting for me. 


"Dave, are you listening to me?" 


Suddenly, | realize it's just me and Junior. Our pals are leaving and Kiko is nowhere to be seen A few guys are 
still around but it doesn't really matter, Junior blocks my view. 

"No... No, lm sorry" | mutter, shaking my head. Kiko disappears from my thoughts as | painfully come back to 
reality. My cheekbones are throbbing and this headache threatens to make my temples explode. Junior's voice 


is annoying to hear but | manage to put on display a fake smile while | wobble around. 
"Are you okay?" 


When his warm hand lands on my shoulder and squeeze, | shiver under his grip. | feel so dizzy but | appreciate 
his concern for me. He's like a brother to me, the only one by my side in my hour of need, apparently.. | could 
call Kiko but there's need to. | would feel like a pathetic old twat and | really don't need that now. Instead, | 
decide to stay with Junior. 


All| can do, despite feeling dazed, is staring into those puppy hazel eyes and feeling loved. | breath his scent in 
and feel irremediably home. He's here for me, he's always been here, every time | acted like a dick. All of a 
sudden, | feel like we're alone together in the room, like back in time, so close... 

And so far apart. 

| realize now I've closed my eyes and I'm a kiss away from David's lips. Slightly upset, | take a step back, 
making sure nobody saw us and our embarassing moment. | hear laughters, jokes and see people shaking hands, 
people walking away. Apparently, no one noticed us. 

Junior smiles faintly and that's when | lock eyes with Kiko, whose gaze is the only one fixed on me. 


He's standing alone in the hallway. 


His jaw is clamped, his fist tightened, his cheeks blushed. And those fiery dark eyes, the ones usually so tender 
and filled with love, can't betray his true feelings. 


TO BE CONTINUED. 


Poisonous shadows 


Author's Notes: 


In honor of the premiere for the Poisonous Shadow's video, here's a new chapter. The end is near hehe.. 


"Hey... 

| hug him with a smile on my lips, but the flames of hell are still burning behind his dark irises. Kiko's eyes are 
fixed on mine and l'm almost ashamed of meeting his gaze, this time. This is not Kiko. This is.. awkward. Even 
more awkward than what has just happened with Junior. 

"As far as | remember," he starts off, licking his lips; "we left something unfinished, earlier. Didn't we?" 

He puts on a wicked smile and strokes my hips and l'm so amazed to have such a beauty before my eyes that 
| totally forget about the man standing a few steps behind my back. Kiko is all | can see. | smile and take his 
hand as he tosses his long, black hair and raises a brow. 


"Lets go then" 


The moment is perfect, it's just.. there's something wrong. | don't know what. And | don't find it out till Kiko 
tugs at me. When | turn to face him, | get caught off guard by his lips eating mine possessively. 


| smile into the kiss, a little bit embarrassed by all the amused looks peering at us. One in particular, however, 


| can't see. The one piercing my back. The one Kiko is challenging. 
Yeah, I'm not an idiot. 
| just can't understand why do | have to be the one yanked around.. not that it doesn't delight me. 


When Kiko pulls away from me, | don't say anything, though. His innocence seems to be back and we walk to 
the hotel elevators. 


Looks like I'm in for a long night.. 


* eK 


| can't believe what I've just seen. 


| was about to go out of whack but | resisted. In silence. As someone half my age shattered my heart. 


Fortunately, I've made it to my room before | broke down and now I'm here, disheartened and embittered, 


trying to hold my pieces together and to think about a solution 
There's no way out of this nightmare, David 


Its Kiko's faint voice that whispers, | can hardly believe it but it is. Like | don't have enough voices in my head 
already! 


There's Kiko, there's mine, muffled by too many others, and then there's his. 


David is not my right hand guy.. We've been friends for thirty years, but he's not.. | think that was obvious when 
we parted ways. You know, he went and did his thing.. | did my thing.. Im glad to have him back 


Í think that he's a remarkable person 
He's got a great personality, 
He's very lovable. 


Oh, shut the fuck up. 

| would say, right now, if you were gonna talk about who's a right-hand guy and who's not a right-hand guy, | would 
say that.. that Kiko has taken that position, because the conversations we've had have been really in-depth and 
he's really stepped up fo the plate. 


Yeah. And I'm your ball boy, right? 


| can't even complain. He's right. | pulled out of our relationship. | stabbed him when | could. | was afraid. | was 


tired. | didn't want to suffer anymore. | hated him. And | hate him for doing this to me every time. 
He just doesn't notice. 


And while | hurt, Kiko is creeping inside our silence, erasing our unspoken words from his mind. Taking that 


position Because he can 


Trust comes first 


Author's Notes: 
A little bit of Kiko's POV 


"Kiko..." 


A faint moan escapes his lips as | stroke the bulge inside his pants and devour his neck, feeding him on kisses 
every once in a while. Whenever | forget about it, he whines and this, my friends, is just music To my ears. | 
never thought | would've enjoyed hearing someone begging, but here | am, teasing him body and soul to get 


what | want and need. 

"Kiko!" 

He's going crazy, | can sense him trembling under my touch. His hands are squeezing my hips, but | can't let 
him go. | just can't. So | pin his wrists to the wall and kiss him harder. Half minute later, our shirts land to the 
floor and I'm jacking him off. 


"Please, Kiko..." 


He's trying to push me to the bed. Not yet | want to tease, want to let him know that not only | know what 
I'm doing, I'm the best at it. Yes No, not the best. But being better than someone else getting in my way is 


surely something. 

| kneel in front of him and smile when | notice he's about to kick me to the ground and fuck me right there. 
Yes Slowly, | free his manhood and start worshipping him. First, | kiss his inner tights, then | stroke his balls 
slowly, just the way he likes it, while | look for that spot that makes him melt.. Oh, there we go. 


When I've found it, | take him into my mouth. Not whole, not yet. Just the tip. | lick it and savor the precome, 


smearing it all over my lips like it's lipstick He's panting when | swallow his whole length ball deep. 


"Fuck it" he curses, grabbing me by my hair and pushing me to his crotch. He starts to fuck my mouth, 


getting closer and closer and closer... 
"Bed" he commands, stopping just in time. 


As the gentleman he is, Dave offers me a hand and | smile, holding onto it. Our throaty giggles drive us 
straight to the bed, where he lays me carefully and start kissing me. 


Without speaking a word, he grabs the lube on the night stand and prepares me before his dick enters my 


tightness, pulling a groan out of me. 


He smirks, pleased, and pounds into my body with passion We kiss. | feel him here, body and mind, and | realize 


now how stupid | am. 
Dave is with me, Dave loves me. 


He's perfect, how could he ever just dump me? He would never do it. I've known him for a while now, he's a 


gentleman. He's a passionate lover and a devoted partner. Cause that's what we are, right? 

My breath itches a second before he comes and | can't manage to ask him what I'd like to. 

"You're amazing" he purrs, caressing my hair and kissing my lips softly. 

| fake a smile and kiss him back, before he walks to the bathroom. 

Do you love me? 

| guess | should just forget about it. He's so caring.. 

When he comes back from the bathroom, | hug him tightly and hold my ear close to his chest. If it's not his 
heart pumping what | hear, then may | stop loving this man now. 

| don't know how long it's gonna last, but I'm determined to enjoy every word, every kiss, every cuddle | can 
take from him. | won't screw up the best thing ever happened to me because of someone else's curious look. 


Trust comes first. 


And if David wants him, he can walk straight up to Dave. 
After all, he'll find him right next to me, his fingers intertwined with mine. 


| thought | knew it all 


Usually, | would be the first one to say how much | enjoy take part to crew dinners while on tour. | love these 


guys, they're like my extended family and l'm very grateful for what they do for Megadeth. 
Roadies, sound guys, managers.. they all made it possible. 
And then there's our families, our sons, our patient wives. 


And last but not least, the bandmates. 


Well, every single one of those people will tell what an even-tempered, easygoing kind of guy | am. It's my 


nature, | guess. 
That's also why | won't give Kiko the satisfaction of ruining this lovely picture. 


Because | don't do things like making a scene. 


| don't hate him.. still | can see in those weasel eyes he's challenging my temperament. 


Not that there's malice in his mischief. He probably feels like he's the luckiest guy on Earth, right now. | get 
that. | know what it's like. I've been there before. 


| recognize that firm, tight grip around Dave's hand, the glances he casts at his older lover every once in 
while, the way he always glorify him. Even the way he purrs when Dave stroke his thigh underneath the table 
is familiar. 

My gaze meets Kiko's, at a certain point. 

Ím tired of this 

He parts his lips and swallow. 

| know he's not the bad guy. He's never been. Nobody is. This is just the nature of things, the course of love. 


Me and Dave, we had our days. It's time to move on. 


My only desire would be savoring these full lips one last time, but I'm conscious it's impossible and | won't 


even try. 


* eK 


Feeling guilty for not trusting him wasn't enough. | have to get through this too. 
Shit, we are having a perfect dinner all together, I'm even sitting next to the love of my life, I'm on the top of 


the world. l'm supposed to be happy, right? 
| can't. 
My guilt and my insecurity are ruining everything and this is all my fault. 


First, | couldn't trust Dave, then | couldn't trust David. Pity that they're both here and there's nothing bad 


going on. 
I'm sure it's not just because of my presence, our wives are here too. But it's not even that. 
They're friends 


| can ready it in David's eyes, in addition to the fact that they barely speak to each other. They're not mad at 
each other or anything else. It's just that... I'm afraid. | hold on tighter to Dave's hand, | glance at him.. | don't 


know, | think I'm just going insane. There's nothing to worry about. 


| don't get why this is happening to me, I've always had such a meek character. 
David has one too. 


Maybe it's just time to move on, to be friends. 


At a certain point, he looks at me and | can read it in his eyes too. He's tired of this duel just like | am. | smile 
at him and a couple hours later, | decide to prove them I've come back to my sense by leaving them their 


spaces. 


Because let's be honest, | can't interfere with a thirty-year-long friendship any longer. 
When | get up from the table, Dave finally looks at me. 


He's been talking and laughing with everyone during dinner, I'm glad we still have our personal spaces and these 


people were truly kind to hang with us on a night off. 


‘Im tired, see ya tomorrow morning?" | ask him, catching up with my wife. He grins and nods. Even his eyes 


are smiling. 


Seeing him like that is good for my heart, so | walk away, feeling tired but also lighter as he and David share a 


glass of wine. 


The mating dance 


"Hey Dave, can you still hold your liquor?" someone shouts from the other end of the table as | laugh till | cry 


with David and our road manager. 


Turns out this guy got some dead-ass funny stories from his previous tours with Mötley Crue, the kind of 
things you would never believe it if you didn't know those guys in the 80s. And trust me, they're all more 
than embarrassing. They make 80s Megadeth look like a bunch of over the top little boys! 


We didn't look like a bunch of gender-bending hookers, though. 


| pour some more wine into David's glass, the guy needs to get loose. Tonight I've seen him a little off, | don't 
know why. That's, however, when half of the crew, wives included, says goodnight, leaving us to our youth 


memories. 
Junior lets go a little bit more and after a while he's the one pouring red wine into my glass. We laugh and 
mock each other till David's tech pulls out a deck of cards from somewhere and we all start playing Indian 


poker. 


Between stolen glances, high fives and shared giggles, | ask Junior to pour me some more alcohol, forgetting 


for a night about my regained sobriety. After all, we're talking just about a couple of.. well, nevermind. 
He complies and | drink again and again till my head feels light-headed even if l'm sitting and | can see two 
Juniors in front of me. His cheeks are turning red, blushed by heat, and among the dizziness | admire him 


giggling and wrapping a hazel lock around his fingers as he listens to some guy talking in the background. 


He looks so... cute. 


Yeah, | said it. Fuck it. Yeah, he's cute. No, he's not. He's smoking hot, just like the blushing teen he was.. 
"Earth to Dave..?" 

| look up and see him standing up, waiting for me to process what he just asked me. 

"Huh?" 

He giggles and waves at the other guys, who are already heading to their bedrooms. 

"Haven't | carried him upstairs for over thirty years, after all?" he yells, grinning as he approaches to me. 
“Alright, let's get you up" he murmurs, amused, as he wraps his arms around my chest. | laugh and tilt my 


forehead to the table. 


"l'm fine, David, l'm not a-" 


As soon as | stand up, | start faltering around My body is failing me but its not like I'm drunk, I'm just not 


used to it anymore. 


“Alright, maybe | can't hold my liquor as | used to" | say out loud as David encircles my chest with his arm 


and | slide my arm around his neck. "How come you're damn fine? | must've become a fuckin’ pussy!" 
He shakes his head, still chuckling while he carries my body to the elevators. 
"Shut up, Dave. It's really late and tomorrow we-" 


In a second, my arm moves from behind his neck and since we're close enough to the elevators’ wall, my hands 
slip to his chest and push him against it. His breath hitches but it's not like he's upset. More like surprised. 


He looks at me, amused and a little bit tipsy, his chestnut brown hair sprawled against the wall's carpet, his 
body offering no resistance at all. | smirk and crash my forehead against his, devouring those beautiful, soft, 
rosy lips of his. 


| chew them eagerly and let a hand sink into his hair, pulling it tenderly. 


He grips at my hips, his strong thighs now pressed against mine as we rediscover the intimacy we once owned, 


Only when | reopen my eyes, | notice he closed them too. 


We both smile and desire pushes our body into an empty elevator, where our self-restraints collide with one 


another in a mating dance we thought had lapsed a long time ago. 
More possessive kisses and tugs prove us it hasn't, it was just asleep. 


Our tongues meet and fight for dominance till my teeth find his neck and my hands travel back to where they 
once belonged as they find his tight ass, squeezed into those damn fine leather pants | love. 


He wastes no time and unbuttons my shirt, getting rid of it as | leave purple marks on his delicious skin. | don't 
mind, after all it's so hot in here... helping him undress too wouldn't be a bad thing now, would it? 


His sweaty palms roam all over my chest and when he comes closer to nib my lobe, his sweet scent fills my 


nostrils, getting me even more dizzy to the point my legs threaten to fail me. 

| don't think we're gonna make it to his room.. but as | think about it, the doors of the elevator open and we 
storm out of it. Junior holds on to my sweaty hand and we rub up against the walls of the hallway, sharing 
sloppy kisses and giggling like fucking teenagers. 


"Dammit, Dave! Keep the fuck quiet!" he orders to me, still chuckling. 


Oh, | want to play too, Junior. Don't worry. 
"Oh, c'mon, Junior!" | reply, pinning him to the wall with a mischievous smile. "Who d'ya think you're talking to?" 


| bite his lower lip, push a knee between his parted legs and start slowly rubbing it against the bulge in his 


pants, earning a needy groan from his throat. 
“That's right." 
Boy, am | pleased with this so far. 


As soon as | move my gaze for Junior's face, however, | realize we're kissing against the wall adjacent to Kiko's 


bedroom. And he's probably in. 
Alright, forget the ‘probably’: he is in the fucking room number 3133. 
Our room. 


At this point, there's a voice inside my head that whispers: "You know you're walking on fucking thin ice, right 
Dave 


l'm a wall away from being dumped from Kiko and it feels so.. unexpectedly... exciting 


Don't take me wrong, | still love him very much but Junior is like a brother to me and what | need now is the 
comfort he can give me, his cares, his strokes, his kisses.. Alright, let's say we're brothers with benefits But 


we haven't been in a very long time! 


The point is he knows me. From all points of view. Especially from under the sheets of a hotel bedroom. 


Possibly, one as far as possible from the one | share with Kiko. 


David must've got it because he breaks free from my body and leads me to his room. This time, we keep 


quiet or, at least, we try To. 


It's like we're back to the good ol' days.. except thirty years have gone by and pretty much everything has 
changed. 


